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Florenz Ziegfeld Guarantees This One... 





WY HAT ? You haven't met “‘The American Girl’’? And getting 


around as you do! Tsch, tsch... it’s as easy as falling off a water wagon. 
She's made along these lines: 


A Bacardi Cocktail with strained % glass strained honey (mixed 


honey—to make 8 cocktails, using with above—more honey 1f more 
a cocktail glass for measurement: sweetness is desired.) 
3 glasses Lime juice 4 glasses of Bacardi 
Shake well 


Ladies and Gentlemen, while and if you sleep, our little band of scientists, 
Drs. Heywood Broun, Corey Ford, Milt Gross, Florenz Ziegfeld, Roland 
Young, Ralph Barton and old Prof. Milt Gross, are burning the midnight 
oil Coil is the word) in such untiring research as has made this volume possible. 
Here they are! Compared to this little housekeeper’s guide the first two 
Here's How books are one with the flowers of yesteryear, and belong in 
the W. C. T. U. library. 

Buy a copy of NOBLE EXPERIMENTS and broaden your repertoire with 
51 Brand New Mixtures plus 32 Old Favorites, including. 
THE BOWL EVIL, WHITE RAT, WALLA WALLA, NIP & 
TUCK, BLACK JACK, HOT CHA CHA, STONE FENCE, 
MAIDEN’S PRAYER, HAY MAKER, ONE-TWO PUNCH, 
SENATOR'S SOLACE, PINK 'UN, BRIDGE TABLE, DAIGUIRI, 
ALEXANDER, and that little rascal THE JACK RABBIT. 


NOBLE 





By JUDGE, JR. 


A collection of recipes from divers 
practitioners of the so-called - 
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LOST ART “ Gentlemen 


e $1.00 for one copy of Noble 
INCLUDING THE FAVORITE CONCOCTIONS OF ¢° Experiments. 


Heywood Broun, Florenz Ziegfeld, George Jean Nathan, ra 
Walter Winchell, Bruce Bairnsfather, Ralph Barton, f 
Roland Young and Corey Ford. fo Address 
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THE 
* JOHN DAY 
COMPANY 
386 Fourth Ave. 
New York City 
Dept. J 
: I enclose 


ee eee ee ee) 











Aug -9 i939 UEP” 























e anes Piusath = re 7 =. 
7 mnt 
» — LF 
Ss | as F&F Yt _— ibd 
} = —_ — \ one « ~— 
san = we | ————— 
/ / i t , y 7 . SS 
\ , ow a — — 
\ .—_ — | 1 -_ 
) ; = i —s = 
| ' r ~~ a os 
i } { , 4 ' 
‘ . “ h j ) | 4 —— = 
‘ = =~ | | f rr } = = 
= | RK] p= ay = Lr 
| - | — I , <= - \« : y = 
— = 2 a = =— <=, 
— ' 4 a 
ji EE ——  _— 
Jack Snurr_ewortn, Editor GeEorRGE JEAN NATHAN RICHARD J. WALSH SIDNEY S. LENZ, Contributing Editors 


JUDGING THE NEWS 


Ts 2,000,000 people who were re Ax» it’s funny that none of the fe== wheeling, according to an auto 
cently unemployed are now appar- ~** sports writers commented on ad, is here at last. Wait’li they hear 
5 ‘ntly operating miniature golf courses. Bobby Jones’ Interlachen grip. about it in Scotland. 


Avsoin these midget courses they have O° all the insects that pester pic- Ae with our present crop of heavy- 
at last got the length of the holes nickers, the most annoying is the weight prize-fighters: the bigger 
lown to the size of our average drive. fellow who loses the corkscrew. they are the harder they foul. 
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A couple of thirst-crazed Americans see a mirage. 
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“She told me that her husband was an endurance 


He Got the Order 


4 he brisk young man approached 
Mr. Masterson, proprietor of The 


Moose Mountain Inn. 

“[ have something to show you,” 
started the salesman, “something that 
every summer-hotel owner needs, 
something you can’t afford to pass 
up.” 

“This is my busy day,” said Mr. 
Masterson, who had been dozing be- 
hind the register. “Furthermore, | 
have enough linens, china, glassware, 
writing paper, ink, souvenirs, soap, 
playing cards. In fact, I have every 
thing I need.” 

“But, my dear sir,”’ pleaded the per 
sistent voung man, “this is something 
entirely new. Place it on the porch 
of your hotel and you'll thrill old 
guests, attract new ones and your inn 
will be the talk of the country.” 

Mr. Masterson’s last drop of sales 
resistance oozed away. “All right.’ 
he said, ‘““what have you got?” 

“Thermometers,” said the salesman. 
“But different thermometers! Each 
one is so manufactured that it will 
always record fifteen degrees below 
the actual temperature. Priced mod 
erately, packed carefully — 

“Enough! Enough!” commanded 
Mr. Masterson as he mopped his brow, 
“send up a dozen at once!” 

—Artuvur L. Lippmann 
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Salesmanship 
“He do you like Amos ’n’ Andy?” 


asked the customer. 

“I think they're great,” replied the 
druggist. 

, Precede ! Precede ss 

“Sho! Sho!” smiled the druggist. 

“Check and double check,” laughed 
the customer. 

“Wait a minnit! Lissen here now. 
boy. Ise gonna ‘splain.” 

“What about Will Rogers?” asked 
the customer. 

“Well.” said the druggist, “all I 
know is what I hear on the radio.” 

“Us Democrats has got to hang to 
gether.” 

“Well, I wouldn’t advise scattering 


’ You know, there's the Indians. They 


scattered. Well, look at the Indians 
now. The United States built a dam 
and the Indians ain’t going to get any 
of that water.” 

“Well,” said the customer, “you 
know, I jus’ can’t recide.” 

“Why not take a tube of each?” sug 
gested the druggist. “Both are stand 
ard brands and no doubt are good for 
the teeth.” 

“All right. Give me a_ tube of 
each.” —Ravteu McGiri 
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Laveutnc Bov—IWell, I’m sure none of my people ever looked so foolish. 
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“Don’t pull—play it a little!” 


I Know a Girl 


Sue thinks a wren is a sort of a 
bulbous swelling on one’s nose, and 
that bobolinks are golf courses; but 
she says she’s simply fascinated by 
our feathered friends. 

She is of the opinion that ducks are 
what they make white pants of, that 
geese is a country in Europe, and that 
pheasants are French farmers. 

She thinks that a starling is a young 
movie actress, and that daws are 
things to go in and out of. 

When I asked her if she ever shot 
partridges she said she hadn’t ever 
shot, but that if she ever had shot 
a gun she'd certainly have had part- 
ridges in it. 

According to her, a bluebird is a 
bird that is sad, and a sparrow is what 
vou find in bones, but her favorite 
bird, she says, is the cuckoo. 
—Carroit Carrot 
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Check! 


A good thing about the business 
slump is that it gives a fellow more 
time to devote to keeping up with 
Amos 'n’ Andy, the Gumps and other 
really important matters. 


And the difference between economy 
and extravagance is the difference be 
tween a Republican and a Democrat 
discussing the Administration’s appro 
priations. 


Those Senators who have to stay in 
Washington during the summer know 
what capital punishment is. 


Has anybody ever discovered why 
it is that Oriental rug dealers and 
trunk stores are always trying to sell 
their stock out at half price? 


We've had the greatest respect for 
the cloture rule ever since we disco, 
ered it was something that can make 
a Senator stop talking. 


And we hope nobody thinks about 
suggesting that Floyd Gibbons run for 
the Senate. 


Another good law would be one re 
stricting the wearing of polo shirts to 
polo players. } 


Bathing beaches are so crowded this 
year that the baldheaded men are th: 
only ones getting sunburned. 
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“Wotta lie!!” 





































Safety First 


During this dry spell the forest 
rangers are trying to get campers to 
carry cigarette lighters instead of 


matches. 


And it begins to look as though the 
real vanishing American is the pedes 


trian. 


Before long some genius is going to 
design loving cups with tops so they 
can be used as cocktail shakers. 


“Whatsa matter with you? 
“Asthma.” 
“Hey, ma, wWhatsa matter with 


A lot of people eat grapefruit for 
the pure spurt of it. 


And if money talks, we wish it 
would speak up and tell us where it’s 


hiding. 


“Such wonderful scenery. 
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I just envy these people who live here.” 
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“No more nibbling cheese in traps—are we men or are we MICE!” 


Baseball As They Would 
Describe It 


H. L. Mencken 

“DLurry thousand enlightened mem 

bers of the booboisie, secure in the 
belief that the sentimental meander- 
ings of Irving Berlin are great song 
lyrics, and that our great and glorious 
democracy is God's Chosen Govern- 
ment, vapped and brayed as a former 
butcher’s clerk from Grand Island, 
Nebraska, closed his eves and knocked 
a spheroid of twine and horsehide into 
their midst.” 


Gertrude Stein 

“And one ball and one ball and one 
ball and huzzah! Batter is umpire is 
second baseman is safe at third is two 
more than one is» The bleachers, the 
bleachers is! Hits it misses strike 
and safe and safe and out. They yell, 
we vell—oh, yell! Oh, yell you home 
run away home to mother home run is 
home is no place like.” 


Arthur Brisbane 

“A million YEARS ago an ape had 
the strength of FIVE men, and yes- 
terday Gustave Donovan HIT his 
twenty-seventh home run into the right 
field bleachers. This TEACHES us 
that no nation would attack US if we 
had more AEROPLANES and were 
armed with guns that could SHOOT 
one hundred miles.” 


—Parke CumMMINUS 
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IN ANCIENT TIMES 


The Endurance Test 
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| Topical Revue 
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Chicago, Ill_—“It’s safer Lamlum, Mesopotamia. Nudity in theatre must cease, 
} up here,” is slogan of Chicagoans who, taking their cue from court warns producer. Left to right, Betty Bearskin, < 
I ¢ g } } g ¥ 
q | endurance fliers, propose living permanently in the air. dancer; Earl Carnal, Dottie White-meat, show-girl. 
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——— 
Washington, D. C.—“‘National heroes fast giving way to comic strip characters,” declares Hugo S. Quench, 
‘ lobbyist, opening drive to replace old statues with the modern idols. 
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A lot of good it does a man to buy a two-pants suit in this house!” 


There Now, How Does He Like This ! 


With no apologies whatsoever 


j W ALTER WINCHELL’s real last name is spelled with one 


‘L,” and why was Retlaw Chinwell, as he is laugh 
ingly called down, fired from the Remington Typewriter 
i mail-room ever so many hundreds of columns ago? .. . 
i Oh, we know that Chetlaw Rellwyn was in the Navy 
but did he get over? . . . W. Windshield, it is reported, 
will make a talkie shortly for Warners’ at so many Gs. 

.. Thanks for the warning. ... Gus Edwards, who fired 
W. W. from the first Song Revue at the Warburton Thea 
tre, Yonkers, in 1910 for being incom ... for being in 





‘chased 





compet ... for being pediculous (lousy to you!) is now 
claiming the big stiff as one of his “‘stars.” ... Is it true 
that the Blabbitt of the Blabloids was expelled from P. S. 
184 in N. Y. for being a dunce? ... No, it isn’t... . He 
was expelled for telling on people. ... What well-known 
Broadway columnist used to steal coins from his father’s 
pants pockets? ... How long does Walter Winchell think 
he is going to get away with his excuses to his wife about 
why he has to stay out so late at night? . . . The so-called 
best story-teller in New York never can think of a cute 
story to tell his children; some father! . . . People who 
live in glass houses shouldn’t throw paragraphs! .. . 
Walda (3) and Gloria (6) Winchell wish to be remem- 
bered to their pappy. . . . Walter Winchell is that way 





about Walter Winchell. .. . z And they hang pictures! .. . 
Is his face red!!! —Mrs. Watter WINCHELL - Er, can you swim?” 
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Letters for All Occasions 
()™ of the greatest problems con- 


fronting Traveling Salesmen is 
the weekly letter which they are ex- 
home to the Little 
For a very nominal fee, our 
organization, known as Letters for All 
Occasions, Inc., will furnish Traveling 
Salesmen with a letter for every week 
in the year. As as one of our 
subscribers gets to Des Moines, all he 
has to do is to drop one of these in a 


pected to send 
Woman. 


soon 


mail-box and then go on to his pinochle 
When he gets to Sioux City he 
does the same. A letter 
follows: 
Dear Dolly: 

Well, how is my baby getting along 
without me? 


game. 


sample 


Believe me, I miss my 
little lump of sugar and wish she was 
here. I am working very hard and 
last night sat up late with Joe Finkle 
(Fargo Cement Co.), Sam Goldman 
(Glossman’s Buttonholes and Cuffs), 
Benny Wolfe (Wolfe, Wolfe 
Wolfe, Furs), and a goy we 
the lobby of the hotel. 


and 
met in 
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We were just sitting around arguing 
whether or not 


open buttonholes are 
coming back or not when this gentle- 
man (which afterwards we found out 
he was no gentleman) came up and 
said, “Do you feel hot tonight?” 

So we all said “Yes,” thinking that 
he meant, “It is a warm night. 
would you like a 
drink of something cooling?” 


How 


gentleman little 


But he did not mean that. What 
“Do you feel lucky 
enough to sit in at a little card game 
with me, you suckers?” That is what 
he meant. 

So we played poker with him. I 
am having good luck at first. Four 
times in a row Benny Wolfe and I are 
left all alone and each time I call him, 
and win. Benny said, “Sometime you 
will call Wolfe onct too often.” That 
Benny certainly is a card. 

But this goy that we picked up in 
the lobby now starts to win—espe 
cially he wins when it is his deal and 
that was the cause of a big argument. 
The argument was whether that pack 
of cards the goy brought into the game 
had two aces of hearts in it from the 
beginning or did he slip the extra ace 
in after we started playing. It began 
like this: 

I and he are the only ones left and 
I am sitting pretty with an ace high 
straight. 


he meant was, 


This burglar says to me, 

“Let us raise the limit because we are 

not a couple of grocery clerks.” 
(Continued on page 25) 
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“Take a letter, please, Mrs. Stanisovolsky.” 
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In Tuem Happy 


Days To Come 


Dad’s dinner pail. 


Great Oaks 


These tree-sitting endurance records 
are going to be broken when a friend 
of ours tries it. He says he’s going 
to sit on an acorn and eventually climb 
down out of a big oak. 


And despite recent disclosures, we 
remain positive that the only Red 
menace is sunburn. 


Census figures show that Collier 
County, in Florida, with a population 
of 2,756, has only one man listed as 
unemployed. We understand his de- 
fense is that all sites suitable for hot- 
dog stands are taken. 


It was during the broadcasting of a 
prize-fight that a fan sent in a re- 
quest for music. He said they should 
not broadcast a dance without music. 


Talkie of Two Republicans 


Discussing the President 
“Wer, I say if he ain’t a wash-out 


there never was a wash-out.” 

“Yeah, that’s what I say. He’s a 
foul ball if there ever was one.” 

“You're right. We never had a 
President yet that’s been wrong about 
so many different things.” 

“Yeah, this guy don’t know what 
it’s all about.” 

“He's sure messed up that farm re 
lief business, hasn’t he?” 

“He sure has. He won't take ad 
vice from the guys that have been 
there and know the ropes.” 

“Yeah, looks like he’s trying to get 
everybody sore at him.” 

“Well, I say if that’s what he’s try- 
ing to do he’s making a big success.” 

“Yeah, he’s made ’em all sore about 
the tariff.” 

“Yeah, I say it looks like he’s try 
ing to get everybody sore at him.” 

“Yeah, that’s what I say. Wonder 
whom the Democrats will nominate 
next time.” 

“I don’t know. What difference 
does it make? There won't nobody 
have a chance to beat this guy for 
another term.” 

“Well, I guess not. You can’t beat 
him for a second term.” 

“I should say not. The country 
can't afford to take a chance electing 
a Democrat President times like 
these.” 

“Yeah, that’s what I say. Wouldn't 
things ’a’ been in a hell of a fix if we'd 
elected Smith?” 


—STANLEY FirzGeraLp 











“Maybe it needs a new flint!” 
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yon ) ” - Inscription for a Rural City Hall 


{ Xu Ts edifice of classic lines 
Was financed by our traffic fines. 
Some fifty cars that passed a “STOP” 
Contributed the flag on top. 
From tourists out of line on hills 
We raised the cash for masons’ bills. 
All cars that parked beyond an hour 
Contributed our Tudor Tower. 
Foundations, plumbing, copper leaders 
Were underwritten by the speeders, 
While clouds of smoke from cars’ ex 
hausts 
Defrayed all architectural costs. 
This building, neat but not ornate, 
Constructed nineteen-twenty-eight, 
From roof to rugs and radiators 
We owe to traffic violators— 
To whom these chiseled words express 
This township’s thanks for lawless- 
ness ! 
—ArtTHUR L. Lippmann 





“Yeah—my wife is learning to drive our motor-boat!” 





Advice to the Lovelorn 
‘T IstEN, Big Boy, keep both hands 


~ onthe steering wheel, see, and 
don’t pull that one about running outta 
vas because I know all the answers.” 





“If I were you I'd sit in the rocker. 
The last guy Sis had around here fell 
out of that hammock one night.” 


“Ouch! Say, why don’t you shave 
more often?” 


“Of course, if you want something 
cheap. But just look at the sparkle 
in this stone.” 














“Yes, Nelly, I certainly think your 
young man should call on your folks 
before asking you to go to the movies. 
Never let your boy friends take you 

too cheaply. Yours, Beatrice Fairdix.” 


“Why don’t you marry the girl?” 


“If you will forward ten cents to 
cover postage we will gladly send you 
; a signed photo of John Gilbert.” 








“Come to the Bijou. The coolest 
and darkest movie in town.” 








“Take the downtown subway to the 
City Hall. Go upstairs to the License 
Bureau. And you'd better take along 
more than two bucks, too.” 


The Endurance Champ 
“Is Maizie’s new boy friend really 
so old?” 
“Old? Why, say, he gets winded 
playing chess!” 








The difference between a beach pa- 
rade and a fan dance is that on the 
beach they don’t have any fans. 
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In Washington, D. C., it is illegal to repair an 
Under Federal law, buttermilk more than a automobile on a public highway. 
day old cannot be sold. (After one day but- 
termilk contains more than one-half of one 
per cent of alcohol and therefore is a viola- 
tion of the Volstead Act.) 


A Kansas statute requires that every able- 
bodied citizen between the age of twenty- 
one and sixty shall kill grasshoppers one 
day in each year. 










In Wisconsin anyone 
who can get the votes 
can be elected a 
judge of the Supreme 
Court. There is 
no requirement 
as to legal 
knowledge. 





In Mississippi it is criminal to abuse a 
school teacher. 
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Industrial Statesmanship 


™ NDUSTRIAL STATESMANSHIP of the 

first order,” says Commissioner 
Perkins in 
upon the unemployment plan of the 
Under 
this plan the workers and the com- 
pany will jointly build up a_ trust 
fund, to be drawn upon for relief pay- 


Frances comment 


General Electric Company. 


ments in time of stress. “The contri- 
butions would be the same from presi- 
dent down to office boy, 1 per cent of 
the income. The executives will not 
be called upon to contribute except 
in cases of emergency. Emergency is 
defined as the time when more money 
is being paid out for relief than is 
being paid into the fund for dues. 
When employment falls below a cer- 
tain figure non-members will be re- 
quired to pay into the fund, provided 
they are employed at least 50 per cent 
of the time, and unemployed members 
will not be required to contribute, but 
will receive bene fits.” As Miss Per- 
kins says, “The fact that officers are 
to contribute a percentage of their 
salaries will also impel them to plan 
for stabilization. It will give the ex- 
ecutives an incentive to prevent un- 
employment.” 

This splendid scheme comes at a 
time when several millions of the 
American people are out of work. In 
the very week in which it was an- 
nounced Owen Young, in a speech at 
San Francisco, was saying that any 
such degree of unemployment is 
wholly unnecessary and proves that 
we haven’t got our social machine ad- 
justed properly. Gerard Swope is di 
rectly responsible for the plan. But 
it should not be overlooked that Mr. 
Young himself is the head of the 
General Electric board. He stands 
today as he has stood for some years, 
as our greatest industrial statesman. 


The Price of War 
\ Te are still paying for the Civil 


War. Last year we paid out in 
pensions to veterans of that ancient 





SEEM NE er 


folly and to their dependents the 
round sum of %$142,000,000. 

We are still paying for the Spanish 
War of more than a generation ago. 
Our pension bill for that war was 
$65,000,000 last year, and the new 
legislation is going to increase it. 

Nobody can guess what the World 
War is going to cost in pensions. But 
it will be plenty. Long after all the 
warships have been scrapped, our 
grandchildren’s children will curse us 
for the idiots that we are in even 
arguing about the survival of war. 


The Spirit of Horatio Alger 


Frm Four years ago the Y. M. 
C. A. in a small New York town 
got up an excursion to the Centennial 
A sixteen-year old coun- 
try boy named Elmer Sperry was 
taken along. He spent exciting days 


Exposition. 


around the engineering exhibits and 
went home to become a great engi- 
neer. When he died he was the holder 
of four hundred patents, including 
those for the gyro compass and the 
gyro stabilizer. He never forgot that 
trip which opened his eyes to the 
beckoning, baffling world of invention. 
His will, filed the other day, left a 
million dollars to the Y. M. C. A. 
Probably many a man in moments 
of day-dream recalls gratefully the 
little incident, the brief word, the 
helping hand that gave him his first 
start. He pictures himself, some day 
when he is rich, going to that bene- 
factor of the old days and saying, 
“You have forgotten me, but I am 
So-and-So. Here is part of my for- 
tune. Take it, for all that I am I 
owe to you.” Few ever carry out such 
sentimental resolutions. It is easy 
to forget. Successful men are prone 
to take on new obligations so fast that 
they never catch up with the old ones. 
And the great majority come belated 
to the sad knowledge that what once 
looked like a start was just a switch 
and that they never got started at all. 
So here’s to the memory of Elmer 
Sperry, not only because he made 
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ships sater at sCa and planes safer 
in high air, but also because he re 
minded us that here and there the 
spirit of Horatio Alger still lives. 


Croquet vs. Golf 
A GENEROUS reader, probably real- 


izing that ideas are scarce on 
these hot days, helps us out with the 
following provocative communication: 
“T have just been watching two little 
girls playing croquet on a parlor rug; 
the three of us played one game to 
Since you seem to like to 
start arguments, I give you the results 


gether. 


of my evening’s diversion. 

“Assuming excellence in equip 
ment, tables, courts, and so forth, I 
think that the following games _ re- 
quire science in the order in which I 
name them: 1. billiards, 2. tennis, 3. 
handball, 4. croquet, 5. pool, 6, volley 
ball, 7. golf. 

“If someone should advance cro 
quet to third place, however, I should 
not dispute the change. Croquet de 
mands correct distance far more than 
handball.” Let’s not quarrel about 
that, brother. 


it’s all the same to us. 


Handball or croquet, 
But how do 
you get that way, putting golf at the 
bottom of the list? Where is there 
another game in which the player 
must take account of so many factors 

varying distances and heights of 
obstacles, undulations of the ground, 
differences in the surface, whether 
rock, sand, long grass or smooth lawn, 
direction of the wind, aye, even the 
humidity of the dir and the direction 
in which the mower has passed over 
the green. The only respects in which 
golf is made easy as cempared to 
other games are that you have a 
choice of implements and that the ball 
is not in motion when you hit it. 
(Golfers, forgive us for that word 
“i We really know better, but 
we're trying to be fair about this.) 

Now let somebody tell us what's 
really hard about this croquet. 


easy.” 
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Flat-Footers Frisk Fiddler’s Flat! 


By S. J. Perelman 


] [eanrs beat faster the world over 

last night when Ernest Hemin- 
way, president of the Ernest Hemin- 
way Wrecking Company, which is 
tearing down the Fritz Chrysler, an- 
nounced to reporters that he had dis- 
covered the ‘“Barcarole” from the 
Tales of Hoffman” lodged near the 
56th floor. From Tia Juana _ to 
Tomsk, from Brest-Litovsk to Bounty 
Bay, from Lithuania to the Leeward 
Islands, wherever tattooed hands 
grasp glasses of grog, King Bewilder- 
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ment reigned supreme. In low booz- 
ing-kens in Limehouse Reach and evil 
notch-joints in Port Said, the riff-raff 
of the Seven Seas stared at each other 
in stupefaction. Swarthy Lascars and 
sneering Eurasians in the crooked pur- 
lieus of the Forbidden City blenched 
at the news and barricaded themselves 
in their hovels, hastily flinging pocket 
moats about them for protection. In 
the snowy summits of monasteried 
Tibet slant-eyed priests spun prayer- 
wheels with palsied hands and burned 
special joss-sticks labeled “Crowell 
before their 
Even in Virginia among the 


Publishing Company” 
idols. 














VALISE ME YOU CAD FLASHED 


URSULA IN HIGH DUDGEON 


A mocky gleam shone in La Savita’s eyes as she went to the door 


of the rancho in her Havana wrapper. 


“Did you collect that bill 


from that Cloverbottom clown?” demanded the dentist’s frau. "me, 
scowled old Root-Canal, “and furthermore he gnashed my own teeth 


”” 
at me! 


Put a dollar bill in the Co!onel’s hominy, Joe, we'll give him 
a nice smack in the mush. 
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stately mansions, the courtly fops, the 
gracious belles, and the tasty food 
served amid homelike surroundings at 
reasonable prices, terror and astound- 
ment fought with each other. 

“Gad, sir!” puffed one elderly red 
faced colonel on the levee at Natchez, 
tugging at his white imperial, ‘Ah 
kain’t remember anything like this 
since fearless Beauregard leaped with 
his guerrillas into the breach at 
Shiloh! What next?” 

“Just this, Colonel Yancy,” re- 
torted Cameo Kirby, a gentleman gam- 
bler who had been fingering the deli- 
cate silk ruffles at his wrists, “I'll 
wager you five thousand they'll find 
‘Anitra’s Dance’ from the Peer Gynt 
Suite before morning!” 

“Done, suh!” cried Yancy, giving 
the gambler his hand. A moment 
later a picturesque blackamoor who 
had been asleep on a bale of cotton 
raced toward them with a telegram. 
Yancy tore it open impatiently. It 
was from the Ernest Heminway 
Wrecking Company. 

“Discovered ‘Anitra’s Dance’ from 
Peer Gynt Suite in the Chrysler ap- 
pendix,” read the gambler. ““Have just 
uncovered ‘Fifth Hungarian Rhap- 
sody’ of Brahms arranged for the 
clavichord in the clavicle.” 

Meanwhile, in New York, a raiding 
party of police broke into Fritz Chrys- 
ler’s apartment and discovered the 
bones of a baton and a half-eaten 
spinet. The remains were shown to 
the spinet’s mother, who identified 
them as Franz Liszt. At this moment, 
however, Franz Liszt entered arm-in- 
arm with Rudy Beethoven. 

“What's all this?’ he demanded in- 
dignantly. “How dare you upset 
Chrysler's apartment? Have you got 
a license?”’ The police captain showed 
him a document marked “License to 
Upset Chrysler's Apartment” and ex- 
plained the situation. 

“Rubbish!” exploded Beethoven. 
“Why, this is Liszt right here! We've 
just come from eating Fritz him- 
self!’ 

“T’ll tell the world,’ added Liszt. 
“He was delicious! And the chestnut 
dressing—yum yum!” 

“But listen, men,” expostulated the 
police captain. “Are you sure it was 
Chrysler? I saw him myself being 
torn down this morning over at the 
Ernest Heminway Wrecking plant.” 
The two composers went white. 

“Quick, Franz, there’s not a mo- 
ment to be lost!” shouted Beethoven, 
dropping his pen on his unfinished 
symphony. “Pray God we're in time 

(Continued on page 29) 
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The Fastest Human 


()»* arp he sped. Gazing neither 


left nor right he rushed head-en 
towards the finishing line, where the 
rest of his party was waiting. 

They had tried this terrible test and 
failed. But he, in the full flush of his 
young American manhood, had been 
chosen and the others had. willingly 
stood aside and let him have his try. 

First one he passed, then another. 
A tall, lithe Italian was stepping along 
ahead of him. Would he cut him 
down? Putting all his energy into 
one gigantic spurt he dashed past. 

Now only one more man to beat. 
A stolid Britisher was still ahead, jog- 
ging along with a sure and effortless 
stride. The waiting group at the fin- 
ish could see him now. Nerve-racked 
they stood, watches in hand. 

The Englishman faltered! The 
pace was killing. Like a gray streak 
the Yankee boy flew past his shoulder 
and fell into the arms of the welcom- 
ing crowd. 

“Attaboy, Al! That’s the ole kid! 
Through the Louvre in two minutes 
and forty-nine seconds! I guess we'll 
have something to tell the folks back 
home this time. Let’s beat it over to 
Versailles, maybe we can get through 
there in time to get back to the Ritz 

Sar in time for a cocktail.” 


These endurance tree-sitters are cer- 
tainly fearless, braving hungry squir- 
rels like that. 


Two aviators who made a forced 
landing in Africa recently repaired 


their plane ard hurriedly took off 


again just when the natives were dis- 
cussing recipes for bird pie. 
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“Hey, mister! 





The Fuller brush man gives a demonstration. 
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Will you umpire?” 


Steve Brodies 


Some dry agents use an ebulliometer 
which tests alcoholic contents, but 
others don’t bother; they'll take a 
chance and drink anything. 


Finding hairpins in the back of the 
car proves only one thing: That it’s 
a darn old car 


You never hear of ants getting 
ptomaine poisoning from something 
they ate at a picnic. 


Nowadays silent pictures are only 
a memory. And the talkie producers 
seem to be drawing on the memory. 


—R. C. O’Brien 
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Professor Fitzbingle, the world-famous 


entomo logist " defied conditions in 


“All’re Bored” 
By Jack Cluett 


frees solemn, elderly yachtsmen, wearing the conventional 

white caps and gold braid of the sea, sat round a mahogany 
table in the saloon of the Commodore's cabin cruiser, Stagnant II. 
At the masthead the owner’s flag was flying upside down to show 
that he was in distress. The ship’s clock struck eight bells and 
the voice of the watch rang out: “All’s well that ends well.” 
The four yachtsmen were silent. 

At length the Commodore said: “Gentlemen, I’m not losing 
nearly enough money on Stagnant II, and I’m at my wit’s end 
to know how she can get more out of me.” 

“I keep steam up all winter long on my boat and never take her 
out at all. It cost me just $200,000 last winter to run her this 
way while I was in Europe.” This from Captain Morthan of the 
Coarsehair. 

The captain of the Moby Dick said: “I have a yacht some 
place. I've never been aboard her, but they say she’s a beauty.” 

“I have all my meals served on board the Malabar when I’m 
up in the Adirondacks. It costs me a pretty penny,” said Cap- 
tain Nichols. “I wire the chef what I want to eat each day, 
then he cooks it and throws it overboard.” 

The Commodore said: ‘Some day this yacht is going around 
the world. I’ve got the itinerary all figured out and as soon as 
I can get a crowd together they’re off.” 

“Aren't you afraid you'll be seasick?” asked the captain of the 
Coarsehair. 

“No, the Stagnant II is a seaworthy craft and I wouldn't be 
afraid to let her go anywhere—without me,” replied the 
Commodore, 

The captain of the Moby Dick said: ‘How much does the 
Malabar draw?” 

“About $300,000, overall,” replied Captain Nichols. 

Captain Alden said: “It stands me just $20,000 to start the 
ice machine on my baby. Last summer I made about ten tons of 
ice and then had a new Diesel engine put in.” 

“How does she go now?” asked Captain Nichols. 
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and Africe, but a week-end in the suburbs was too much for him. 





“TI don’t know,” answered Captain Alden. “I’m having eight 
new cabins added in case I want to go to sleep.” 

“She ought to be ready for dry-dock about the 25th of this 
month at that rate,” said the Commodore. 

The captain of the Coarsehair said: “My yacht was out in 
the water by mistake one day and she sprung a leak, so I had her 
hauled up on dry land, knocked her superstructure off, attached 
a victrola to the propeller shaft and now we can have dances on 
board without getting wet.” 

“What about the crew?” asked the Commodore. 

“Oh, they shine brass and change the needles,” replied Captain 
Morthan. 

“Did you have your yacht at the New London regatta this 
year?” asked the captain of the Moby Dick. 

The captain of the Malabar replied: “You bet! .. . She 
steamed up from Larchmont and lay right next to the starting 
point. I could see the whole affair seated on the N. Y., N. H. 
& H. Railroad bridge wearing my white dress uniform draped 
with colored burgees. After the race we had a swell time. I 
took the first train for Larchmont, met my yacht at the dock and 
took 14 guests aboard to show them how comfortable I could 
be if I ever wanted to go aboard.” 

“That reminds me,” said Captain Crossett. “I’ve got to get 
some new brass buttons and a chart of Long Island Sound.” 

“Going on a cruise?” asked Captain Alden. 

“Not on your life—but there’s going to be a dance at the 
Seawannakaha Corinthian Yacht Club tonight and I want to 
look like a yacht owner.” 

The Commodore said: “Why go to all that trouble to be 
nautical? All you have to do is to say to your partner: “Thar 
she blows,’ and tie square knots in her handkerchief.” 

Captain Harrison Walker interrupted the conference with: 
“Say, did any of you fellows ever consider buying a sailboat?” 

“T’ve often thought of a sailboat,” said Captain Morthan, “but 
I was afraid every time there was a breeze I'd have to go sailing. 
Another thing, they don’t cost enough to run and I don’t like 

3 having to duck for the boom when I’m in the middle of a dance. 
* ei GR XMK: OES 


.. - Still, it might be fun if she had a platinum hull and a gold 
e of two weeks of loafing in the country. centerboard.” 
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: 1s popularly supposed—and the 


supposition is more popular among 

theatre managers than anybody 
else—that dramatic critics spend the 
intermissions in profound consultation 
with one another on the merits, or 
more generally, demerits of the play 
they are reviewing. The moment the 
curtain comes down on an act, the 
managers picture the critical boys gal- 
loping up the aisles, dashing into cor- 
ners of the lobby and getting into a 
huddle to determine the fate of the 
production. Sometimes the picture 
has them sneaking into the side alley, 
there to negotiate their foul business 
in secret and beyond ear-shot of man- 
agerial spies. Sometimes the picture 
has them convening in the gents’ lava- 
tory, there agreeing to make it thumbs 
up or down, as the case may be. And 
sometimes it has them standing on the 
curb, their faces possessed of a malefic 
leer and lifting a metaphorical nostril 
at the rest of the public that is enjoy- 
ing the show hugely. 

After about a quarter of a century 
of hanging around the theatres and 
after long observance of the lads, I 
am afraid that my report on them will 
prove a sad disappointment to the 
managers. It is true that they often 
get into huddles with one another and 
do a lot of consulting, but that con- 
sulting generally has much less to do 
with the play than with the quality 
of the lager served in the speakeasy 
across the street, the looks of the 
sweet one in red sitting in the eighth 
row, the adroit way in which Percy 
Hammond always contrives to make 
trips around the world just when the 
theatrical season opens, and a unani- 
mous regret that the whole gang of 
them didn’t that evening go to the 
prize-fight instead. I don’t go so far 
as to say, of course, that the play of 
the evening is never directly men- 
tioned in these entr’-acte conversa- 
ziones. But let one of the lads venture 
to express his opinion of it and most 
of his confréres will disgustedly de- 
nounce him as a Lump for talking 
shop. The managerial notion that the 
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intermissions are devoted to the dis- 
cussion of plays is, save on the rarest 
occasion, absurdly grounded upon the 
theory that the plays are worth dis- 
cussing. Even were there a tendency 
toward such discussion, it couldn’t get 
far, for most of the boys think they 
know all there is to know and that 
none of the others knows anything. 

By way of letting the managers in 
on just what it is that the reviewing 
gents talk about during the intermis- 
sions, I append the following accurate 
table of conversational statistics, set- 
ting forth the pet topics of each of 
them: 

1. J. Brooks Atkinson, of the 
Times: The theoretically excellent 
beer on draught in a certain restau- 
rant on lower Third Avenue; the de- 
plorable avoirdupois of the babies on 
view at the National Winter Garden; 
the lamentably slow progress he is 
making on the book he is writing; and 
the chances that this or that Harvard 
team will stand against Yale in the 
next collision. 

2. Percy Hammond, of the Herald 
Tribune: How sorry he is to be back; 
the way Grantland Rice’s mutt dog 
ruined his garden at Easthampton; 
the number of highballs Ring Lardner 
mopped up at his house over the week- 
end; what Texas Guinan said to him 
the other evening; and that there’s 
absolutely no use dieting because it 
doesn’t do any good anyway. 

3. Robert Littell, of the World: It 
was foolish to leave the New Republic 
and take up daily reviewing, because 
it's too damned hard work; the fat 
woman sitting behind him keeps stick- 
ing her toe through the slit in the 
back of his chair and tickling his 
tochus; well, about that Walter Lipp- 
man book, I don’t know—maybe yes, 
maybe no. 

4. John Anderson, of the Journal: 
If they don’t shut off that draft 
that’s blowing down my neck, I’m 
going home; did you ever try Vapex 
for a cold, it’s great; I get six or 
seven colds every theatrical season; 
why doesn’t someone look after that 
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awful draft in the smoking-room; the 
lobby is full of drafts and if you're 
susceptible to colds, you'll catch one; 
achew ! 

5. Gilbert Seldes, of the Graphic: 
That fellow Nathan doesn’t know 
what he is talking about; did you read 
my last article in the Saturday Eve- 
ning Post; the trouble with Nathan is 
he doesn’t know what he’s talking 
about; did you read my novel; Nathan 
strikes me as being something of a 
bonehead. 

6. Walter Winchell, of the Mirror: 
Any dirt, fellows; did you hear the 
gag about the hat-check girl at the 
Casanova; they’ve barred me from 
Butler Davenport’s theatre; here, 
stand in front of me, that’s Lee Shu- 
bert; do you know anybody who’s 
going to have a baby or anything. 

7. Gilbert Gabriel, of the Ameri- 
can: How am I expected to write de- 
cent reviews when the managing edi- 
tor won't let me ever stay for the last 
act and I must get my stuff in by 
twenty-two minutes past nine; F. P. 
A. came over to our house last night 
and didn’t leave until five-thirty this 
morning; say, does Jed Harris call 
you up too in the middle of the night? 

8. Charles Darnton, of the Evening 
World: Hollywood isn’t so bad; I 
don’t seem to have missed much in the 
last five years, judging from what 
I’ve seen; the liquor in that speakeasy 
down the street is lousy, but they give 
you pretzels free; yes, poor Louis De 
Foe is gone. 

9. Richard Lockridge, of the Sun: 
Imperium in imperio; exceptio probat 
regulam; suaviter in modo, fortiter in 
re; sua cuique voluptas; carpe diem; 
in hoe signo vinces; corpus delicti; de 
mortuis nil nisi bonum; _noblesse 
oblige; obiter dictum; lares et pe- 
nates; Jupiter Pluvius; in tota; in 
loco; in medias res; infra dignitatem. 

10. Kelecey Allen, of Women’s 
Wear: They say “The Blue Ghost” 
did fifty thousand last week; Women’s 
Wear is now carrying eighty thousand 
dollars’ worth of advertising a week; 

(Continued on page 27) 
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YEAH! —1 Jus’ came 
BACK To SHoW YA THEY 
WAS NO WARD FEELINGS 
on MY T4RT!! 
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CHROMIUM PLATED 
CANT RUST 


WNo DRYING 
NO FUSSING WITH 
TowELs-- 

Just WASH & PUT 

















NO DRYING 
No Fussingé- Wt 
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For St. George and Deah 
OP Brooklyn 


Fr you can find it, the St. Gawge 
pool over in Brooklyn will repay 
It reminded me of 
Murray’s with the old revolving floor. 
Maybe, however, it was I who re- 


vour dropping in. 
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volved, what with the heat and those 
mirrors. I can’t imagine a worse place 
in which to get away with anything, 
even a bucket of the salt water from 
When 
you swim on your 
back, you stare up 
into myriads of 
mirrors; 


the pool. 


swim on 
either side, and 
you into 
mirrors. 


stare 
more 
Lights are every- 
under the 
water, over the 
water and end- 
lessly multiplied 
by those mirrors. 
And above the 
hollow echo of 


where, 


voices, flung back 
and forth across 
the pool, rises the 


sound of a radio 
loud’ speaker. 
Which is not so 
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But the salt water is with- 
out a trace of chlorine (I didn’t 
say nawthin’ about chorine, Eg 
bert), and there you are. Of 
course, if you happen to get con 
fused and leap from a 
board into a that’s 
tough luck. And no making eyes 
at that cutie, either, via the up 
ward glance. 


good. 


spring 


mirror, your 


For Men and Women 
Only! 


Nol NoWHER 
WoRD AGIA 72 
WOMEN IN a 
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govt 
HE old masculine gawge rises 


when I look around and see 
women walk in where only men 
formerly dared to tread. Par ex- 
ample, each night the train that 
scoots me to Stamford turns over 
several 
phrails. 


smoking-car seats to the 
Among them is a red-haired 
gal whose look of defiance scares any- 
one away from sharing her seat with 
her and also makes it seem as tho she 
were doing it on a bet. The smokers’ 
seats on the rear of the Vth Avenoo 
buses filled with lady puffers. 
Women are in the speakeasies; the old 
Hofbraus; in barber-shops; and they 
get in your hair. No laugh is so loud 
and clear at burlesque shows as the 
feminine tinkle, and they even have 
gotten into men’s pants, judging from 


are 


the way things look at the beach 
clubs. (This is a genuine hihatroc- 
ity.) They even wander into dog 


wagons, unescorted, at four A. M.— 
the hour of evil. In England the situ- 
A woman won the 
aerial derby; a woman flew to Aus- 


ation gets worse. 





ant ! i Endurance 
~ _ == » 
AMM AMMO AS OVE ILM IES a 
y s = 


BOLE INY IDEA OF WORTHWHILE Rete 


= BD ENDURANCE! Ya 


Ui 7 A we ' 
i Li 








tralia; a woman crack-shot 


the 
prize against the best shots in the em- 
pire; and a woman is chalienging Gar 
Wood for the speed-boat champion- 


won 


ship. Besides, Joyce Wethered can 
beat most men-amateur golfers ( Bobby 
Jones excepted, sap) with one hand 
holding her lipstick. 


Eskimo Klassy Kuts 


ov all must know about the clothes 

explorers wear, especially fitted 
with electric-heated pads. The heat 
is supplied by a battery concealed 
somewhere in the boots or hat. Well, 
why doesn’t General Motors go into 
the Pants Business (they’re in almost 
every other trade) and apply the same 
principle to “Kool Klothes for Torrid 
Weather?” I'll even give them a theme 
song which will 
go: “Refrigerated 
Papa, Don’t Choo 
Try to Iee-Cold 
Me!” I know a 
girl who doesn’t 
need anything like 
this: she does _ it 
with a look. But 
I’ve been lucky at 
times, too! 


NCIDENTALLY, 
how about some 
Rec 
ords for Keeping 
Down? Who has 
been kept tinker 


ing under a car 
the longest? Who 


(Continued on 
page 32) 
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“Whatcher doing, Bill—knittin’?” 
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ince “The Trial of Mary Dugan” eral idea that they know what they 
Norma Shearer has been given’ want. 


other devices also aimed at the unwit 


ting customer, all at the disposal of 
more than average material. Yet the theatre 


she still has all the awkward and “Lowre i Larceny” is the childish fume. ... Dixiana drink. . . . Cigar 


manager. ““Dixiana per- 


labored mannerisms of the amateur. story of a husband-stealing gal tie-up. . . . New Orleans Chamber of 


Her latest picture is “Let Us Be who runs afoul a strong woman. Low Commerce. . . . Dixiana songs for Ki- 
Gay,” an adaptation of a mildly ell Sherman is the husband in question wanis, etc. ... Men and women... . 


amusing play of last season. The and he arches his evebrows and rolls (Note: this last statement is not ex- 
play was stretched thin in three acts, his eyes waggishly, but the dialogue is plained in the advertisement.) Duel- 
in that it contained a fairly obvious s0 wretched and the story so childish ing Pistol Contests... pennants, ete.” 
story of a divorced woman who is he looked pretty silly for all his good Now I would be the last to condemn 
called to Long Island to entice a man intentions. the Radio Corporation for its lack of 
of the world from an innocent girl. originality. In advertising what in- 
She discovers that the man is none T" present combination of the dubitably is a definite contribution to 
other than her former husband, and radio and movie industry is making American art, I think they have neg- 


she ends up by again joining hand- life more and more complicated. lected a few items and unless they in- 
cuffs with him. There was some sus- Radio Pictures is advertising in trade crease their efforts hundreds of people 
pense in the original version, but the journals some of the publicity ex. ate liable to go about their business 
movie patiently traces each step of pects to use on the public for a movie Without having even just a little bit of 


the lady’s early life so that the audi- called 


“Dixiana.” An advertisement Dixiana securely driven into their 
ence may be neither puzzled nor inter- 


| in Variety states, in part, that “Radio COMSClousness. 

ested for one moment, except, of — purls songs around planet to sell Dix- First, I suggest that they draft a 
course, for the work of Miss Shearer, jana. Great Broadcast from Fifty Dill making Dixie the National An 
which is enough to puzzle and be- WN RBC. ctations will pitch the music them. There would be a great storm 








wilder anybody. of great bands and the voices of emi- of protest from some of our New Eng- 
nent stars into the ether and carry /@nd brethren, but if Congress were 
“Free THE Derense” combines the  ¢pijg stupendous _ ticket-selling bally- informed that nobody wanted or cared 
best elements of the formula joo to the far corners of the world, ®bout “Dixie” as a National Anthem, 
crook and courtroom plots. William The smashing tunes of Dixiana will the bill would pass overnight. Of 
Powell, that silent fellow, is attorney yo driven with a whoop into the con- CUTSE Radio should buy the ex- 
for a mob of gangsters. The girl he — gciousness of millions of radio listen- ‘lsive rights to “Dixie” from the 
loves in his strong, silent way runs ers” The advertisement then lists S0Uth and then make the school chil- 
over a man and he fixes the jury, for dren pay for the sheet music of the 
which he is convicted and sentenced National Anthem. 
to prison. The girl, hitherto in love The night Dixiana opens it would 
with a gangster, slips around to the be only polite for Mr. Hoover to make 
jail door and whispers that she'll wait Recommended a speech, even sing ‘Dixie” over a big 
for him and then presumably goes “All Quiet on the Western Front”— network, just so movie-goers could be 
back to the hotel to do cross-word You'll have to see it, but you'll find assured that Dixiana was _ basically 
puzzles for six years. I wouldn't _ comin = 7 nae hices ore — sound. Mr. Coolidge naturally would 
spend any time on this one. is x ae aes 4 eae Wee Gain —_ follow that up by a nice editorial, 
si “The Dawn a a ae pointing out that the South is really a 
Tuer is a movie called “On the or any other kind of photography i nice place no matter what people say, 
Level” which also might be es SY SR. TS Ce a oe and that, while some people may not 
called “On to Paris,” ““The Cock-eyed “The Devil’s Holiday”—Fast-moving, agree, there is no doubt but that “Dix- 
World,” or “How Love Comes to Vic- and wee Geetaces. Waa mony Coreen. iana” will mark a significant step in 
90 . “Holiday”—Miss Ann Harding and . < 
tor MacLaglen. I do not know just good direction make this the ace pro- the progress and development of our 
why a belligerent jaw, a few bull aapermnsclien the a a : : great country. 
laughs, and a display of teeth should me 5 aot Cassy s nn ~—_ With this added publicity, I am 
connote virility, but if Messrs. Fox sound aad photography, Sut 8 ouperd sure Radio can drive Dixiana deep 
ind MacLaglen are satisfied it’s all _‘tJourney's End”—It is worth a sec- into every one of our little conscious 
right with me. That husky-voiced é trip. Set nesses. And, while I have not seen a 
ape - “So This Is oT ley ss ym- _ 
voung lady called Fifi spars with Mr. edy brought to li | Rogers preview, I am equally sure that Dix- 
Fox’s caveman again, all with the gen- iana is a lousy movie. 
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how nicely she handles in a heavy sea. 





Trarric Cop—By golly, I’ve got to reduce. 
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Wire—Remember, John, you have to be careful of your eyes. 





Demonstrator—Il’m glad it’s turned a bit rough, sir, so you can see 


SUDGING™ BOOKS 


A nit naive from being fed too 

much beer at too early an age, we 
never have been able to understand 
how Scandinavia could produce de- 
lightful farce. We imagined the place 
as Ellison Hoover would: Scandinavia 
by One Who Has Never Been There: 
an ice-bound hodgepodge of Ibsen, 
sour milk, sardines in oil, T’ahnstuck 
or, universal bicycle-riding, deep- 
bosomed masseuses named Hilda, 
“Skoal” and knackebrod.  Literarily, 
we knew, regularly as clockwork, 
someone named Selma Oolvagdergerdt 
would emerge from the Norwegian 
fastnesses to snatch off the Nobel 
Prize with a ten-ton tetralogy, called 
“Ashes of the Soil,” all about the no 
bility built up in peasants by virtue of 
their struggles with Nature. But for 
a Scand to be a froth would be like an 
interior decorator to be a natural. A 
race which had to remove so many 
bearskins to make love could hardly 
be interested in the higher mathe 
matics of the matter. 

Which is where the lecture comes to 
a point. To wit, a very witty and 
intelligent Norwegian, Sigurd Hoel, 
has upset all these vile misconceptions 
with a very witty and_ intelligent 
farce, “Sinners in Summertime.” Not 
only is his book a liberal education 
which enables you to distinguish a 
Swede from a Norskie, but it reveals 
a talent for farce considerably high in 
the scale of such things. Not formu 
larized and sterile farce done in the 
Gallic manner, but farce involving 
human creatures with vital powers ar- 
rayed in normal doings. 

The story is of several young men 
who go off for a vacation with several 
young women, purpose: hard work. 
Nothing will interrupt this work; they 
will not fall in love, grow jealous or 
complex in any shape, size or smell 
over each other. No, they are sophis- 
ticates, superior pattern, too. Result: 
before long they are so involved with 
each other in such a criss-cross of af- 
fection, it becomes as complicated as a 
cross-section of the Hollywood love 
life. Moral: love distempers every- 
thing. And, if you don’t get a kick 
out of these high posturings, explo- 
sions, backfires and quarrels, all in the 
name of the Grand Passion, well— 
you deserve one. 


W: were getting along famously in 

H. G. Wells’ ““Autocracy of Mr. 
Parham” when suddenly the lights 
went out in the book and Mr. Wells 
went psychic. There he had been 
right before us, being very amusing 
and wise about people, manners and 
things in his talented way, when quick 
as a flash he pulled the dirty trick. 

(Continued on page 31) 
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Letters for All Occasions 
(Continued from page 9) 


That is jake by me I tell him, look- 
ing at those pretty cards in my mitt. 
He keeps boosting and finally I call 
him. He lays down his cardboards and 
I take a look. He has four bullets. 

“Four aces beats my straight,’ I 
and lays down my paste 
boards. Nobody speaks for a minute. 
We are all locking at his four 
and the one in my hand. That is how 
the argument started. 


aces 


“There must be some mistake,” he 
says, “I don’t know how those two 
aces of hearts got in that pack. The 


only thing to do is to split the pot.” 

“There is seventeen dollars in the 
pot,” I tells him. “Yes, we will split 
it. I will take sixteen dollars and the 
other dollar I will give to a bellboy to 
get some ginger ale and also a police- 
man, 

He gets up very sore. “I thought 
I was playing with gentlemen,” he 

Very quickly I comes back at 
“That is what the Boys 
said when they were caught.” 

That got a big laugh, and Joe Fin- 
kle says, “You are certainly a riot. 
You should have been on the stage.” 

About that time the strange 
beats it out and a friend of Finkle’s 
named Capstein comes in, so we 
switched to playing pinochle. Cap- 
stein is a local man who owns a dry 


says. 


him, James 


gov 


goods store. 

Anyway, in the midst of our 
game when a man rushes in, “Mr. Cap- 
stein, your store just burned down,” 
he says. 

Capstein didn’t even look up. “I 
meld 500,” he says. 

When we finish the game and are 
figuring up who wins and how muc! 
Capstein says, “I had a good night. 
I win fifteen thousand and four dol- 


we are 


l, 


lars.” 
“Why, you are crazy,” I tell him. 
“There was not eight dollars in the 


game.” 

Capstein says, “Well, 
thousand dollars from my 
ing down and four dollars from 
gentlemen, and if you are agreeable I 
will gladly pay for the cheese if some- 
one else will pay for the crackers and 
ginger ale.” 

Well, Sugar, you will notice in my 
letters there is no mention of 
females. I tell you this so you can 
rest easy about me running around 
with any hot mammas. Believe me, I 
am faithful to you, -nd if there are any 
hot mammas in Des Moines, Grand 
Rapids, Davenport or Butte, which 
are the only four towns I have hit so 
far, I have not been able to find them. 

As ever, your better half (Ha, 
That’s only a joke, Dolly). 

—Max. 
—QvUENTIN REYNOLDS 


I win fifteen 
store burn- 
you 


any 


Ha. 
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Mr. Lenz has held rteen time he Nat 


Those who follow this de partment « 
Lenz is undoubted 


ludae 


Mr. Lenz will welcome correspondence from 
related to Auction and Contract provided « 


Te National Bridge and 


championships, under the 


Whist 


auspices 


of the American Whist League, were 
played this year at Niagara Falls, 
Canada. It was the Fortieth Annual 


Congress and the first time that Con- 
tract Bridge was put on the schedule. 
Some card-players still believe that a 
Bridge-championship is won by the 
lucky players who are dealt the best 
cards. In all tournament contests the 
play is in duplicate. The cards are 
dealt but once and replayed by all the 
Each pair or team of 

against every other 


contestants. 
players plays 
team, 

It might seem that a pair could ob- 
tain a great advantage on a single 
deal where the opposing pair, through 
bad judgment, optimism, or pique, 
played a redoubled deal and lost two 


thousand—-or more—points. The sys- 
tem of scoring obviates all this. 
In match play, irrespective of the 


number of points made on a deal, the 
given one point for 

Thus, with fifteen 
tables in play, the top score on a spe- 
cific deal would be credited with four 
teen points, although the second score 
might be—at Contract—two thousand 
points less. Each score below is given 
one point less until the bottom scor« 
is reached, where the proverbial goose- 
egg The points are totaled 
and the highest aggregate score is the 
winner of the contest. 

In championship contests elimina- 
tion rounds are played, with two or 
four pairs qualifying in each section, 
and the finals are supposed to be made 
up of the real experts. Sometimes, as 
in golf, a Jones meets a Goodman and 
a reversal takes place that is quite 
shocking—to the experts. At the re- 
cent tournament two young ladies, 
sweet and naive, handed a jolt to a 
pair of experts that put them out of 
the running in the qualifying round. 

The South and North players, Ma- 
nette O'Neil of Niagara Falls, New 


highest score 1s 
each pair beaten. 


appea rs. 


| York, and Margaret Sinclair of To 


both young players 
took top score on 


ronto, Canada, 
of great promise, 


this deal. 


ODNEY @ LENZ = 


nal and International Bridge and WW hist Champion 
if Poa will understand why Wilbur C. 
ily the most re markable card player the worl ld has ever known.’ 


eaders and will 
rrespondents 






nships. 


Whitehead | ‘Sidney 


ias said 


give advice and answer questions 
send stamped addressed envelopes for reply. 
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The game was Auction and South 
was the dealer. At every table, but 
one, South played the deal at Spades, 
and any opening by West permitted 
the declarant to make twelve tricks. 
The bidding by the young lady stars 
started with one Spade by South, one 
No Trump by North and—everybody 
The conventional Heart 
opening by East gave the declarant a 


passed, 


Grand Slam, but even twelve tricks, 
at No Trumps, would have been high 
score on the deal. 

A Contract hand, played by George 
Kling of New York, had a _ most 
unique termination. 

e ~ 





Mr. 


Kling played the deal in the 
South position, at three No Trumps. 
He succeeded in making the game, but 
bewails the fact that he only took 
three tricks in the Heart suit. If you 
can figure it out, it will save you the 
trouble of looking at next week's 
JUDGE. 
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Vere ¥ Holysmcke, of Moron 
Universiby, has calculated if 
the total minutes saved in one 
year by shovers in the New York 
Subway were added together the 


result would be .oooos3 Seconds 
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| Albert Eftsoon of Yap, Indiana has 


He leads a very quiet hfe. 


lived on a diet of dynamite for eight 
| years 


TUNE BY EAR. 
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‘Yon YONSON OF 
BIYIMINY, SWEDEN_L,THE | 
BoY WITH ‘THE JEWS -HARP] 
NOSE, PLAYS EVERY KNOWN 











Red Waspberries are Green 
when ay are blue, Purple 
when they are green, and 
they are red. 


ye Mow w/ 





BELIEVE THIS’ — 


SEND IN YOUR IDEAS . 
FOR “DONT You BELIEVE IT 
Weit Pay $1°° EACH 

For ALL -hose- 
ACcCE PTED. 
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“My yacht sank off Fire Island last week. ] dropped fifty thousand 


in Wall Street, and my wife disappeared.” 


“Tough break for you.” 


‘Yeah, it sort of throws me off my game.” 


The Accident 
Just After It Happened 


“Deucedly sorry, old chap—all my 
fault—I guess I was going too fast 
it'll teach me a lesson! Name’s Jones 

let me have your address—got in 
surance—you'll be paid!” 


One Week Later 


“Dear Sir: Sorry to bother you 
about the matter—been talking with 
my insurance company. As a matter 
of form—at what speed were you 
traveling when we hit? I thoughi I 
was on my own side of the road 
could you possibly have avoided me? 
Found my car damaged more than I 
had expected. 
Jones.” 


Yours sincerely, J. a 


Two Weeks Late? 


“Dear Sir: Have discovered my 
car suffered cracked frame. How re 
cently had your headlights been tested 
for glare, prior to accident? Had you 
been drinking at all? Did it not occur 
to you while driving that another car 

my car—might be coming around 
the curve in the opposite direction? 
Sincerely yours, J. J. Jones.” 


Three Weeks Later 


“Dear Sir: How long had you been 
driving a car prior to accident? Were 
you as far over on your side of the 
road as possible? Believe you could 
have avoided hitting me had you been 
going slower. Kindly fill out enclosed 
blank and return to James and James. 
Lawvers. “Yours truly, J. J. Jones.” 


Four Weeks Later 


“Dear Sir: Your testiv@ony shows 
that you were exceeding Yhe official 
state speed limit. Do not wish to be 
disagreeable about matter. A™ en- 
closing itemized bill for damagtes to 
my car. Will consider matter closed 
upon receipt of check. Yours truly, 
J. 3. domes.” ’ 


Five Weeks Later 


“Dear Sir: It has now been ove 
a month since you deliberately r@™ 
into me coming around a turn at nig ht. 
I have received no reimbursement “0 
damages sustained to my car. The Te 
fore, on the basis of reckless drivi™S: 
speeding, improperly adjusted he ad 
lights and crowding on your part — 
starting suit for $10,000 immediatei*- 
I am doing this upon advice of lawyers 
and as a warning to drivers of your i? 
who imperil the lives of innocent citi 
zens of this country. Yours truly, 
J.J. Jones.” i 


—Irvinc D. Tressxr-® 
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The Theatre 


(Continued from page 18) 


have one of these little cigars, I get 
them specially made for me by Moe 
the Tailor; you’re looking fine, never 
saw you look better, old man; Wom- 
en’s Wear is now carrying a hundred 
and seven thousand dollars’ worth of 
advertising a week. 


11. John Mason Brown, of the 
Post: “The Art of the Hindu Com- 
media dell’Arte’” is a meritorious 


volume; ““The Nuances of the Greek 
No Plays” has much of curious inter- 
est in it; “The Esprit and Elan of the 
Finland Stage” is a book I recom 
mend; don’t think the Theatre 
Arts Monthly has improved; “The 
Décor of the Abyssinian Drama” is a 
very valuable volume. 

12. Robert Garland, of the Tele- 
gram: Hello, Alys; hello, Bill; oh, 
hello, Gladys; hello there, John; oh, 
hello, Mabel; hello, Dave; oh, hello, 
Mae; hello there, Alex; oh, hello, 
Texas; good evening, Jake; hello, 
Pearl; oh, hello, Lew; hello, Tootsie. 

13. Burns Mantle, of the 
Our baby is now eleven years old, this 
is her latest picture; Forest Hills is 
so nice and quiet; you ought to take 
up golf, it cured my neuritis; meet 


you 


News: 


Mr. Apaptap of Chicago; meet Mr. | 


Tapapap of Denver; meet Mr. Papa- 
tap of Columbus, Ohio. 


wall 
EY. 

Delmonte—My wife is prolonging 
I need her at home, but it 
seems useless to write suggesting that 
she return. 

Melachrino—Get one of the neigh 
bors to suggest it, my boy. 

PATHFINDER 


her visit. 





Notice 


If you know of any such freak 
12 of 


this issue, send them to JupGE 


laws as appear on page 
and you will receive $5 for any 


that we are able to use. 


The contributors of the laws 
appearing in this issue and to 


whom we have paid $5 each are: 


Robert Armistead, Williams- 
burg, Va. 

W. A. Campbell, Milwaukee, 
Wis. 

Vivian Stokely, Washington, 
D. C. 

John H. McIntosh, Elberton, 
Ga. 

E. B. Williams, Jr., Memphis, 


Tenn. 
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PRONOUNCED PERFECT B 








DIFFICILE 
MOMENT} 


When you find yourself 
between the devil and the 


deep sea... 


be nonchalant .. . 


GHT A MURAD 





Y DISCRIMINATING 





Dr. Judge 


Eminent Doctor of Humor and 
Mirth, 

Healer of Worries that sadden the 
earth, 

Author of legions of rollicking 
tomes, 

Visitor weekly in thousands of 
homes. 


Funny Bone Mender, whose his- 
tory shows 

Succor and aid for Society’s Woes, 

Jovial fellow, with practice exten- 


sive, 

Mirthful and mellow, and yet in- 
expensive— 

Why should a person remain ap- 
prehensive? 

Stifle your worry and banish your 
fret, 


Clip off the magical coupon and let 
be a moment you'll 
regret! 


This never 








8-9-30 
Judge Publishing Co., Inc., 

18 East 48th Street, 

New York, N. Y. 


Dear Doctor Judge: 


I’m weary of worry, 

I want to be bright, 
I'd like you to hurry 
And set me aright. 

I’m ready to chuckle, 
No longer to 
And ask you to buckle 

Right down to your job! 


sob, 


(CD 104 Regular Weekly Visits $7.80 
C1) 52 Regular Weekly Visits 5.00 
[) 21 Regular Weekly Visits 2.00 


Name 











SMOKERS 























\ \ 
very name is 


now a synonym 


for Service 


The assurance of making a 
Statler city by nightfall 
brightens the end of the day 
for the experienced traveler. 

For he knows what awaits 
him at every Statler: fair, 
fixed rates posted in every 
room—tradio reception, pri- 
vate bath, comfortable beds 
with inner-spring hair mat- 
tresses, bed-head !amps, cir- 
culating ice water, full- 
length mirrors, a morning 
paper under the door—ex- 
cellent food—and the serv- 
ice of trained, courteous and 
helpful employees who have 
great pride in keeping “the 
very name Statler a syno- 
nym for Service.” 


HOTELS 
STATLER 


BOSTON DETROIT 
BUFFALO ST.LOUTES 


CLEVELAND NEW YORK 
{Hotel Pennsylvania} 
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Moments To REMEMBER 
Mr. Eveready forgets his flash-lamp, 
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Dont Foot Yourself” 








_— ~~ 


Folks do notice your nails. They'll 
regard you more highly, if you keep 
your nails always neat and well- 
trimmed, with Gem, the pocket 

manicure, Quick ‘ana handy. At 
all drug and cutlery stores, Gem 50c, 
Gem Jr. 35c (watch-chain model), 


The H. C. COOK Co., 3 Beaver St. 


Gem Cii Conn. 




















Have You a 
Nose for Gnus? 


OU cross-word puzzle fans 

_have been face to face with 
so many gnus that they have be- 
come easy to detect—so here's 
livelier game for you. 


Ever since the first book of 
cross-word puzzles from JUDGE 
appeared and a cheering audi- 
ence learned that "a kick in the 
pants" in four letters was no 
longer "boot" but "pint", the 
brighter fans have been champ- 
ing their wits in impatience for 
another such collection of flip 
and fascinating puzzles. Here 
they are—fifty of the most 
amusing that our contributors 
have yet devised for the diver- 
tissement of readers. 


No less than two distinguished 
authorities bow in this spritely 
collection. The foreword is by 
M. Lincoln Schuster, of Simon 
and Schuster, and the introduc- 
tion by the world-famed Frank 
Sullivan. 


Judge's Second 
Cross-Word Puzzle Book 


Order your copy now! Fifty 
puzzles, five thousand laughs, 
all for $1.50. 

Judge Publishing Co., Inc. 

18 East 48th Street 

New York, N. Y. 

Dear Sirs: 

Please send me copies of 
Judge's Second Cross-Word Puzzle 
Book, at $1.50 each, for which | en- 
close $... 

Oe Fee 
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| blow 


| the men got off in 











| Flat-Footer’s Frisk Fiddler’s Flat! 


(Continued from page 14) 


hell-eats!” In 
a moment they were in a fiacre speed- 
ing toward the Heminway plant. 
had hardly drawn to 
when a horrified employee 
at their coat-tails. 
“Mr. Beethoven, Mr. 
stammered, “ 
eaten Mr, 


to save him from those 


Their carriage 
the steps 
clutched 
Liszt!” he 
just 
Heminway!” He pointed 
Scribner’s Sons 


Scribner's Sons have 


roof where 


were leering at them. Ina flash Liszt 
had drawn his derringer and _ fired 


from the hip. The taut 

Scribner's Sons waver, 
parapet, and slide 
just as Edna Ferber 
toberts Rinehart drove 


bystanders 
clutch the 
down the steep in 
and Mary 


up in 


Saw 


cline, 
another 
fiacre. 

“Thank Heaven you arrived in time, 
boys,” gasped Miss Ferber. ‘Those 
stolen Thornton Wil 
Hurst!” 

“It was only a prank,” snuffled 
Scribner’s Sons at their feet. ‘“‘We 
won't do it honest!” They 
were let off with a severe reprimand 
and were turned over to Horace Live 
right to be flogged. Then, with many 
a hearty oath and foul innuendo, the 
party piled into the New York Times 
Book Review and were driven off the 
end of a wharf. Spring had come to 


Tin Pan Alley. 


beasts have 
der 


just 
and Fannie 


again, 


We Feel at Home There 


A man confronted in a 
alley by a desperate fellow. 


“Hand 


was 


dark 


over your money, or I'll 


your brains out,’ was the de 


mand. 
“Blow 
“You 


brains, 


away,” was the calm reply. 
can live in London 
but you must have money.” 


—Tir-Birts 


without 


“Times certainly have 
sighed Hsifdoat. 
“How so?” asked Lerekcip. 
“Why, at a little family party last 
night the women talked politics while 
and ex- 


changed,’ 


a corner 
changed recipes.” 
—PATHFINDER 


terrible in Hollywood 
Klein. ‘Jobs are 
so scarce out there that it’s nothing 
but the survival of the ittest.” . 


“Things are 


now,” observes Al 


That’s nothing to what is happen- | 
| ing in the Broadway night clubs, Mr. 


Klein. 


Things are so tough in most 


of the clubs that even the ginger ale | The Pompeian Com 


is being cut.... 
—N. Y. Dairy News 
29 





Elmira, New York and Toronto, Canada. 
| Harold F. Ritchie & Company, Inc., Madison Avenue 
| at 34th St., N. Y. and 10 McCaul St., 












face is dirty 


The pores are 
like a net... 


that’s why 


The pores of your face are a net— 
they catch and hold the dirt. 


And there’s danger in every un- 
clean pore. Remove it or it will 
develop blackheads...large, coarse 
pores...skin eruptions. 

You may wash your face till it tin- 
gles—but soap and water can’t 
thoroughly remove pore-dirt. 


To Prove It: After you have washed and 
shaved tonight, rub some Pompeian 
Massage Cream into your face—around 
the nostrils, in the crease of the chin. It’s 
pink when you start...but keep rubbing. 
Soon it rolls out in tiny pellets—dingy 
gray pellets—a/most ie ith pore-dirt! 


Result: A clean skin—clearly lighter, 
athletically, healthily pink and young! 


You can buy a jar of Pompeian Massage Cream 
for only 60c. Or you can have a Pompeian Mas- 
sage after your shave at any first-class barber 
shop. Be sure you get the genuine Pompeian. 
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SEND FOR NEW BOOKLET 


‘‘SSUMMER LIFE 


in 


BERMUDA” 


— bednouf 


anor 


and 


Golf Ch 


A MODERN HOTEL 


with 


YOUR HOME CLUB 
ATMOSPHERE 





ADDRESS 


A. P. THOMPSON, Manager 
BetmMont Manor, Bermuba 
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\\ 


GOLF 


CLUBS 


MOST 
GOOD 
GOLFERS 
PREFER 





FULL LINE OF 
WODDS AND IRONS 
ASK YOUR PRO - HE SELLS THEM 





Judge’s Crossword Puzzle No. 168 
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Submuted by Catherine MacM 





























an. Chicago, 1a, 


Horizontal 


This is what drove the children away from home. 
This bud expects to come out next fall. 
A mill could make millions with these. 


This made a good clean uj 


Asa matter of form we will let 
You can take your pick for this—either from a shell 


ceil, 


in the spring 
you OHgure this out ye 


This makes wonderful preserves 


Where Mike McGinn is 


A bird with a big bill. (The kind that brought tt 


bergh baby.) (abbr.) 
This is absolutely necessary 


When one orders a thick steak and the waiter pute t 


kind of a thing over, it makes one hot 


We put this ir 


n case you lose your directions. 


Your eraser might explaio this. 


Woolwortb's family ties. 
The end of the fall. 

A little before 

This is wits’ end 


The warmest part of botels. 


An exclamation that comes from a backward leay 
Try this to get your lighter going 

This one had the highest score of the four. 

The end of ieisure and the beginning of responsit 
There is quite a field for improvement in this. 


The call of the road 


These are found in menageries. 


Be careful—this might start a panic 
This was furnished by her late husband 
The first thing she said after she got her ring. 


This is one in a hundred 
Have you heard this one? 


The town in Germany that Schmeling comes from 


This made it hot for China. 


Take this away and it leaves a broken he-art 


Where mosquitoes never go. 


Erase! 


This is where dad's next meal will probably come from. 


You might cal! this a number of things. 


Wouldn't this make you tired? 


Always a good sport. 
To swap. 


This is what they spent in Paris. 


Vertical 


We will give you some time for this. 
A member of the working class. 


A slippery maid. 


em spot (abbr.) 
This h 
4 happy landing place 


This accormpanied ‘Mary Lou” at the beach party. 


Silent members of the staff 


elps turn the leaves in the book of nature. 


This has always been in fashion. 

This is a case where you can't see the point. 
These make the best hands in the deck 
The poem the publisher did not return 


30 


Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed. 


Where the United States end. 

What dad is doing for a little change for the family. 
Something that Sandy has on his mind. 

This sounds rather bossy. 

A good opening for a tailor shop 

4 funny Bill that was introduced some time ago. 
The spirit of “The Tempest.” 

The way little Lindy will grow. 

Ethical 

\ cow sitting on a thistle singing like a bird 


This is now at the foot, with some training it might 


reach the head. 
\ Hale fellow in revolutionary days. 
Smoking cured this one. 

\ popular figure with the waiters 


This fellow has been identified by having only three toes 
“4 


What to do to keep a steady job 


This kind of thing has been kept from sinking for a long 


time 
\n eagle that has earned his way into puzzledom. 
This came from Indiana 
These are biting well this season 
Believe it or not this is some yarn. 
Whatyoucallit. 
From the stare to the sub 


For vertical reasoas we omitted the end of this tower. 


hie was discharged last year 

\ shining light in brilliant circles 

4 card game. 

This one is with bill in a petty company. 
The northeast part of Nevada. 

This goes on from noon till midnight. 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 


L E|DIE 
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Judging the Books 
(Continued from page 24) 


Ectoplasm oozed all over the place; 
he brought out all the Ills in the 
World, mumbled Hocus-Pocus over 
them and tried to exorcise some kind 
of Utopia in which these Ills become 
Wells (pun not intended). But som: 
thing happened, and for the first time 
in several books Mr. Wells didn’t con 
coct a full-sized Utopia. He con 
cocted an absurd farce of a war meant 
to establish a Utopia. But the Utopia 
didn’t quite come off, even if the war 
was a real Wellsian, Fantastic Future 
Holocaust. 

What we're getting at is this, Mr. 
Wells ought to stop being so Utopian. 
He’s been Utopian now for many 
years and he ought to stop and give 
someone else a chance. He might try 
being Beerian for a time. Perhaps the 
fact he didn’t form a whole Utopia in 
this book is significant. Perhaps the 
old clay is faltering in the old hands. 
We hope so. For there is probably 
no one who can write such fine satiric 
varns as the master, and we need a 
lot of that sort of thing. Down, then. 
with Wells, the Literary Man with a 
Mission, and Long Live Wells, the 
Writer without a thought in his head 


but a good varn. 


W: could not work up a calorie of 


the heat engendered in numerous 
pals, critics and blurbs for André 
Birabeau’s “Revelation.” It seemed a 
cheap piece of sensationalism, stupid 
to the core, which will be gobbled up, 


bones and all, by a certain type of | 


heathen who goes for anything that 
has to do with sex perversion. And 
here is their meat: the story of a 
mother who, discovering her boy is 
what the Freuds of Broadway call a 
“fairy,” goes out to kill the lover- 
only to fail to do so when her mother’s 
heart realizes that here is someone 
who loved her boy. Love, to her. 
transcended All—even Perversion! 

Well, if my doddering Aunt Agathy 
doesn’t recognize this as claptrap 
trickery, I'll eat her copy of Freud, 
page by page. It’s the old Mother 
Love Weeper disguised with Perver 
sion! First, it’s psychologically un 
sound. Secondly, the story is 
trumped up: a stock situation of all 
cheap theatrical hokum. (Supply a 
glorified mother of the 90s, a son in 
| 
a married woman, and you have any 
number of plays cirea-1900-10.) And 
skipping a few hundred places, in the 
last place, the thing is written in such 
a whiney style the sing-song sniffing 
makes you want to pick it up and 
wring its neck. 


—Tep SHANE 


ove with an actress or a prostitute or | 


KEEPS TEETH 
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White 


WHITE teeth bring a 
thrilling brightness into 
your smile — a charm 
that quickly wins its way 


into the hearts of others. 


Never neglect your teeth. 
Chew delicious Dentyne 
every day — the quality 
gum especially made to 


keep teeth gleaming 

































YACHTSMEN, Anoy! 


Stay inside the three-mile limit and drink... 


PICKWICK 


ALE <2 §TOUT 
THE TANG OF GOOD OLD ALE 


At the better clubs, hotels and restaurants. Bottled only at 
the brewery of 


HAFFENREFFER & CO., Boston, Mass. 
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The 








millionaire goes 
to the beach. 







































Mountain climber becomes confused and loses his sense of direction. 





High Hat 
(Continued from page 21) 


has spent most hours in the cellar 
fixing his furnace? Ditto: fixing the 
Eighteenth Amendment? Who has 
beaten Boston at being at the bottom 
of the American League? Didn't 
Gene Tunney stay down a long ten 
seconds some years ago? Babe Ruth 
also has downed about 4,200 frank- 
furters a year in the Yankee dugout. 


Hihattractions 


Ss with zipper pants pockets 

(with locks for the Scotch and 
married) ... Those bridge tables with 
fasteners to keep the cards from blow- 
ing away during outdoor play, cy- 
clones and breezy post-mortems. .. . 
Hammocks in tree-tops for warm- 


night sleeping. . . . Mrs. Vincent As- 
tor’s style of carrying her hat instead 
of wearing it. . . . General Mitchell's 


A, B, C of aviation: “Skyways.” , 
The Bossert Roof overlooking the 
East River. . . . Claudia Morgan in 
“Dancing Partner.” ... The Biltmore 
Cascades: always the same and always 
good. (Boy, am I a swell sloganeer!) 
. The August sales for men: the 
cheapest time to buy winter overcoats, 
winter coal and fur-lined gloves. 


Best Steppers 


When the Day’s Work All Been 
Done & Steamboat Bill—Tremaine— 
Columbia. 

Here Comes the Sun & Absence 
Makes the Heart Grow Fonder—Wal- 
lace—Columbia. 

You for Me & If You're Not Kiss- 
ing Me—Shilkret—Victor. 

With My Guitar and You—Selvin 

Columbia. 

Nobody Cares if I'm Blue—Hamp 
& The Kiss Waltz—Olsen—Victor. 

F’r Instance — Ramblers— Colum- 
bia. —JupGe, Jr. 


Vicar—How did you get that black 
eye, Mrs. York? 

Mrs. York—Well, sir, me ‘usband 
come out of prison last Toosday, which 
was ‘is birthday, and I wished ’im 
many ‘appy returns! —Tirt-Birs 


A.—If you spend so much time at 
golf you won't have anything laid 
aside for a rainy day. 

B.—Won't I? My desk is loaded 
up with work that I’ve put aside for 
a rainy day. —ANSWERS 


The bride at a recent wedding can 
fly, swim, skate, dance, fence, drive a 
car, and play cricket and golf. We 
understand that the happy couple left 
the church under an arehway of can- 
openers. —Lonpon Opinion 
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= Yegnette Loft 


These Pictures Are For You! 


Twenty-four of them, all new poses, size 514 by 8 inches. 








Yes, for you. We know that thousands of our Just send one dollar to pay for the next six 
readers are collecting pictures of the interesting issues of MOTION PICTURE MAGAZINE— 
men and women of the screen. You have your “The Oldest, The Newest, The Best” publica- 
favorites. You are interested in the new feature tion of the screen. We will enter your name and 
players who are at the height of their popularity address promptly and send you, absolutely free, 
now. Surely you will want their fine pictures. this fine set of 24 sepia finish pictures of your 
Here are the subjects, all new poses: favorite player. 
Send Your Order Now! 
Loretta Young Claudette Colbert ee 
Grant Withers Marion Davies : MOTION PICTURE MAGAZINE JUD.-1 : 
Dennis King Alexander Gray # ‘1501 Broadway, New York City, N. Y. 1 
Lawrence Tibbett Neil Hamilton ; Here is One Dollar. Send me the next six issues of MOTION PICTURE MAGAZINE : 
Jack Oakie Kay Johnson ' and the gift set of 24 pictures. If you reside in Canada add 25c extra: Foreign, 50c extra, ' 
John McCormack Lila Lee ; Name ; 
George Arliss Jeanette Loff . Street Address ; 
Norma Shearer Jeanette MacDonald : Town : 
Joseph Schildkraut Chester Morris ' ‘ 
Catherine Dale Owen Lupe Velez : sane a MES OeAS EERSTE : 
Jean Arthur Stanley Smith r) Start with i wide satan nai 8 
Bernice Claire Vivienne Segal : Extend my present subscription (check) 0 : 
' PRINT NAME AND ADDRESS PLAINLY : 
Lewes eseeeeeeeeseseeeseseeeeneesessesessesseeseseusd 
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UNIVERSITY SCIENTISTS 
FIND THIS NEW OIL LASTS LONGER 


T 8:30 on the morning of April 
8th, 1930, 13 stock cars, repre- 
senting practically every popular 
type of automobile engine, left Law- 
rence, Kansas. Professor H.C. Allen 
supervised the start. The amount of 
oil poured into each crankcase was 
weighed. The crankcases and filter 
pads were carefully sealed. 


Faculty Members first to un- 
lock crankecases and test oil 


The cars were routed to 13 lead- 
ing universities. When they reached 
their destinations after runs rang- 
ing from 1500 to 2400 miles, the 
crankeases were unsealed by des- 
ignated faculty members, the oil 
drained off, weighed, and then sub- 
jected to comprehensive tests by 
such well known authorities as 


the Mew 
TEXACO 


© 1930, THE TEXAS CO. 


At the left, a map showing the starting point and 
destinations of the test cars, and the distances covered. 


Below is a photograph of the campus of the University 


of Kansas just before Professor H. C. Allen sent the 


13 test cars away with sealed crankcases ona gruelling 


nation-wide road test. 


Professors Huff of Johns Hopkins, 
Graf of Oregon State College and 
Beisler of the University of Florida. 
The results of these impartial sci- 
entific tests confirmed the findings of 
Texaco engineers! This oil is longer- 
lasting — superior —crack-proof! 


Dr. Lincoln T. Work says— 


Dr. Lincoln T. Work, in charge 
of the tests, says —“These various 
reports on the new Texaco Motor 
Oil emphasize many different 
points, and present these outstand- 
ing characteristics: 

1—A low oil consumption which 
averaged one quart in 790 miles. 
2—Very little tendency to form 
carbon when fresh or when used. 
3—Retention of viscosity even 
after extended use on the road.” 





An extra margin of safety 


The long life of this new crack- 
proof oil assures a greater margin 
of safety and oil economy —a mar- 
gin of safety which will carry you 
through where less enduring oils 
would crack and break down. But 
for maximum motoring satisfaction 
keep yourcrankcase oil at the proper 
level and follow manufacturer's 
draining recommendations. 


Available in five grades 
in all our 48 States 


The new Texaco comes in five 
grades: C, D, E, F and G, correspond- 
ing to the Society of Automotive 
Engineers’ viscosity ratings, to give 
every type of automobile engine 
the maximum in lubricating effi- 
ciency. Sold in all our 48 States at 
30¢ a quart. (35¢ for grade G.) 

THE TEXAS COMPANY 


Refiners of a complete line of Texaco Petroleum 

Products, including Gasoline, Motor Oil, Industrial 

Lubricants, Railroad and Marine Lubricants, Farm 
Lubricants, Road Asphalts and Asphalt Roofing. 


MOTOR OIL 


LONGER-LASTING. “CRACK- PROOF” 








